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It Was a Rude Jolt When She Was 
Called a Freckle-Faced Shrimp by 
Ben as the Honeymoon Started. 


ABOVE RUBIES 


FANNIE HEASLIP LEA. 


I CIS .WHEELER, who had one . Bon himself was talking. 

brief half-hour before been | breathless sort of vole*. V 
Lois Brooks, stood at the mir- , , iona , cb 0 ked-off groan. 

. U ,or of her .Irosstinr table and .. LUt «. n> h , wa „ 


Bon himself was talking, in a queer, 
‘eathless sort of voice, with an occa- 


- ior or ner urcss...^ -Listen. Lois.” he was saying; ”1 

t,ed with shaking *"*''*« **** | want you to listen, to me-in case I 

vobweb of a veil about her small J should hc © er | OIJ8ly m—which , probably 

gray hat. i a „*hter "'on't—probably nothing but a cold—be 

aJdVafk drifted up°the slairs to her. a ‘* right tomorrow-well, in case I should • < 

Th e wedding guests were waiting. —I want you to take my pocketbook. 

Waiting for her. Lois Wheeler (Lois here it is—and my traveler s checks— 

Brooks that was), to come down those and take care of them . . .’’ \ 

stairs, put her hand in Ben s and "He's going to die!" wailed Lois V ^ _ 

•Irlve away with him on their honey- herself. Aloud she replied soothingly ». ’L f~*i 

moon away from all her “Yes. Ben; pocketbook and traveler’s | j 

ft u nds . . . away from her mother checks—and take care of them. But I U 

her mother, who had always you’ll be all right, tomorrow. I’m sure.” I jj 

been there to turn to. whenever and “Hope so.” said Ben. “My head hurts U 

however she needed her. Suppose she terribly . . . Pull down that shade, 

needed her mother now ! will you—all the way down! It was not 

That brought the tears—In a blind- fhe tone in wh|ch he usua n y addressed 1 I 

iiig rush. . her. Lois reached across him and I 

Her motbrr cam. in at the Uoor and |>u||td down wtth d i,ntty. < I I 

'■rr^S' What'H a., this •Tub, th. railroad tlobo,,. too" h. i III 111 

about? Now. you’ll have to powd.r wont on. "Ill keop my watoli. under 




about? Now. you’ll hav** to powuei 
your nose all over again." The gray- 
haired woman in the violet silk gown 
was bravely dinging to common¬ 
places. "Everything In your bag. 


the pillow, here. There’s plenty of 
money for everything—we’ll go straight 
to a hotel when we get to Chicago.” 
"Don’t you think it might be a good 




my child? Ben says you haven’t any plan to get off the train, at the next 
too much time!" good-sized town, and to go to a hos- 

I.ois turned and flung her arms pita.1?” suggested Lois timidly, 
about her mother childishly. *T don't “i do not." he retorded. almost 
want to go!" she whispered savagely. “What do you think is the 

• Ben’s a good boy," said her matteP w j tb me; pneumonia?" 


"I do not," he retorded. almost 
savagely. “What do you think is the 
matter with me; pneumonia?" 
mother, kissing the smooth young it was Just about what Lola did think, 
cheek and swallowing a *°b ° er Si , ©he hastened to deny It. 
own. "Ill trust you \sFlh hl J"’ “Poor little girl!” said Ben remorse- 
Come on. now. fully; ’’frightened to death, aren’t you? 

• “s'nff oT.TbcVutlful trip, with your I -loo t want you to wear your.clf out. 
Uncle Aleck’s check to ray for every- now-looking after me-I II be all right 
thing ’Tisn’t everybody has ti wed- • - He added with a groan and 

ding present like that! All that to a Jerk. "Can’t you get that blasted 
spend on one little honeymoon! Come shade any lower than that? My eyes 
along, now', everybody’s waiting. Put a rc killing me!" 


iTr 


on your gloves and see if you ve got 
a clean hanky." • 

•Tm coming." said Lois obrdientl}. 
She kissed her mother ctesperata'y 
hard and smiled a misty little smi * 


Lois struggled with the shade, tears 
In her own eyes. 

He groaned once or twice In a 
suppressed sort of way. 

"Does your chest-hurt you? Or your 


••Bless my babv s heart!” whispet- #lder . Ix)l8 of f er ed. her shyness melt¬ 
ed her mother. They clung together before the sufrf . rin ^ !n his voice. (1 I . 1 i 'WfWMIff 

for a moment. • . He turned a feeble glare on her; "For 11 I f I flv 

•’Lots! called a mans heaven’s sake don’t ask me how I feel! 11* II 111 

fr 0 "ml ,h Lo^ went dow„; ftu.hing 1 haven’t gotpngumonla. If that’, what If I 11 ft Fll 

deeper with every step. you want to know; but I am burning up If I • ' 

F ^ with, some kind of rotten fever or some- V 

* * * * thing. Don’t sit there and stare at me J 

I T occurred to her. in the machine _ gQ and g, et Jce watep or Rome thing to ' 

at last, on the way to the sta- put on my head _^ r 8top thc train lonff BEN CONSULTED LOIS’ PREH 

tion, that Ben was flushed as ^ e enough \nr me to Jump out of the wln- 

ITis eyes were shining. Shenoticed dow _ and die in the dltch _- - 

!l!e t d h oor ha, Wa 8 h B 0 en "afraid Of her? "Oh. Ben* If only there was a doctor on . thought now wa» to get to a 
As she was afraid of him? She tried on the train.” hotel, climb into a bed and be ill 

!I,IC ... .el “rirtn 1 * Ii'lnl o Hn.-lnr'" ka mill» AT-»rl ._i. ._ ... . _.. . 


from the foot of the stairs. 

And Lois went down, flushing 
deeper with every step. 


BEN CONSULTED LOIS’ PREFERENCES ASSIDUOUSLY, BUT ORDERED ALMOST NOTHING FOR 

HIMSELF. 

thought now’ was to get to a I "Was I—did I say anything funny?" I you—as yet.” 


As she was afraid of him? She tried on the train!” hotel, climb into a bed and be ill ’’Depends on your sense of humor,” *’How long before we can get 

to think back to all their beautiful "Don’t wint a doctor!” he muttered herself. In peace. She consulted the said I*ols w f ith tremulous coldness. away from here?" Ben inquired 
hours together_his arms about her. angrily . . . “Don’t you let a friendly porter, as well as the woman "What—what did I say?" coldly. 

his lips on hers. Of course he doctor corns near me! All I need is who had loaned her a thermometer. "You called me a f-freckle-faced The doctor smiled and shrugged, 

couldn’t very well kiss her. in the rest—and something cold on my head. (Ben's temperature was going slowdy little shrimp." "That I can’t say—positively. A 

car with the hired chauffeur sitting Are you going to get It for me—or back to normal; she was now afraid "Gosh!" (a stricken whisper). week. Ten days. If you are careful, 

up just in front of them; but didn’t not?" He added, to Lois’ frozen horror, to take her own. She was miserable.) She added, relentlessly though fee- And run no risks. Stay quiet. Eat. 

s perfectly new’ lord usually lead off -y ou Rttle freckle-faced shrimp!” The porter suggested a place called blv. "That's about all I can repeat— Keep up your resistance. Above all. 

with some tender phrase? Ben had p OOP chnd 8he dr i ppe d tears as well the Fairbrldge. of what you said." rest." 

made a wonderful lover; was he go- as | ce water on tbe stiff clean towel "Yo* kin be took care of good ”Ix>1h—I t isn't possible!” "But my fever is almost gone now,” 

lug to let down as a husband? retrieved from the shelf in the tiny thar." he assured her. The lady of the "This whole darned thing isn’t— Ben held out doggedly. 

I,ols sat there, a prey to vastly con- washpooni thermometer mentioned the Fair- possible—if you ask me " said Lois -Qet up and go around a bit, and 

fllctlng emotions, till they left the car was all very w'ell to tell herself bridge as well—"wonderful servlet-." with a gulping sob; "but—it’s so! , S ce how soon it comes back on you," 


think he was hers—for "so long as 
• ye both shall live,” not such an 
awfully long time after all for tw’o 
people that loved each other. 

"Ben," she said again, and made a 
shyly proprietary little clutch at his 
sleeve, "you stayed out a good while; 
aren't you tired?" 

"Not much." 

"DM you—did you have any 

lunch?" 

"Yes, air!" said Ben. with a satis¬ 
fied chuckle. 

"What did you have? Where did 
, you go? Tell me all about It.” 

"I went to a kind of little hash- 
house just down the street," he con¬ 
fessed boastfully, "and I had corned 
beef hash, with a poached egg on 
top, and mashed potatoes and let¬ 
tuce salad and some kind of cus¬ 
tard and a cup of coffee." 

“Heaven**! For how much?" 

"For 35 cents," said Ben tri¬ 
umphantly. 

"Thirty-fl\^ cents!” squealed Lois. 

"I Just wanted to see if the other 
half still lived," said Ben. grinning. 

He came and sat at the head of the 
bed, slipped an arm under Lota’ 
shoulders and drew her up so that 
her head rested almost over his heart. 
Her silky brown hair streamed down 
over his coat. They cat like that 
[ for a while In silence, amazingly con¬ 
tent. 

"Sure you didn't take fresh cold?” 
as^ed Lois solicitously. 

"Sure. Gosh—if you knew how it 
makes me feel to have you worrying 
; over my taking cold—or anything? 
Why, sweetheart, I’m hard-boiled. 
I’ve never been sick tn my life.” 

"Then* you weren’t delirious when 
you called me a little freckic-faeed 
shrimp?" 

"Oh. yes!" groaned Ben unhappily. 
"I must have been crazy as a bat!" 

"Then you do get sick sometimes?" 

"I’m going to have a hard life with 
you," he murmured. "I can see that." 

"I didn’t think, on the train,” said 
Lois, rather low', "that you were go¬ 
ing to have any kind of life with me 
at all. I thought you were going to 
d-die, Ben!" 

Lois turned so that her face was 
hidden against his sleeve. Her slender 
shoulders lifted with a sob. "Dar- ; 
ling,” said Ben, suddenly grown 
husky, "own darling—are you cry¬ 
ing?" 

Lois wept on in delicious abandon¬ 
ment. 

“Would you have cared—so much?" 

She nodded violently. He tightened 
his arm around her. He bent his 


head to her small flushed ear. "Even 
after I was such a brute to you— 
with the fever, and all that?" 

"Well,” said Lois, lifting misty 
eyes and wiping away a tear or so on 
the clean handkerchief she dragged 
out of his pocket. "It’s true—I was 
off you, for a little, after that; but I 
seem—I seem to he getting rather 
fond of you again. It’s funny, but 
I do.” 

They had a party that night, with 
the little rosy-shaded reading lamp 
on th© table and some of Ben’s roses 
in a vase brought by a housemaid. 
Boast chicken stood on one side of 
the roses and mashed potatoes and 
green peas on the other, and ice 
cream ended the banquet in a flare 
of splendor. 

“How—how much?" demanded Lois 
breathlessly, when the brown-and- 
gold waiter had departed for the last 
time. 

“Ten dollars,” said Ben reverently. 
"Must have been a cream-fed chicken, 
eh?" 

They laughed recklessly. 

Next morning, Lois was promoted 
to canteloupc and coffee, also bacon 
with her eggs, and the breakfast 
allowance took a terrifying leap. 

Ben went out again for exercise, 
and lunched largely at tho neigh¬ 
boring hash-house, again for thirty- 
flvo cents. Th© contrast in expense 
accounts seemed to have his sense 
of humor alive. Returning, he brought 
Lois largesse of violets. 

"As soon as you feel a bit stronger,” 
Ben told her caressingly, "we’re go¬ 
ing to move out of this gilded lily 
of a place into something more human 
—and go on a regular spree. 
Theaters and music and everything! 
The belated honeymoon!" 

* * * * 

O N the twelfth day even the doctor 
conceded that Lois was well 
enough to go about as usual, ob¬ 
serving sensible precaution. Ben 
packed both trunks and went down to 
the desk to settle his bill. 

He was gone some time. Lois 
called the manicure meanwhile and 
had her hair and nails done, as a 
little personal spree of her own. The 
chit rather appalled her—four dollars 
for a simple shampoo and manicure— 
but she reflected consolingly that 
they would soon be out of reach of 
such delicate profiteering, and 
dressed herself, with fingers that still 


shook from, weakness, in the navy- 
blue suit in which she had starred 
upon her travels. Ilow long ago it 
seemed! * f 

She looked up when Ben came ba k 
with the rush of relief the was com¬ 
ing to feel whenever he returned to 
her, however brief the absence. 

Ben was unsmiling. 

He sat down on the arm of h<* r 
chair, kissed her, held her cool hr e 
hand against his cheek. 

"What’s the matter?" asked Lr, « 
quickly. “Have you finished tiaunp 
the bill?" 

He nodded, said nothing. 

"Ben—go on and tell me’ How 
much? I know it must have been 
dreadful; but I forbid you to worry 
about It like this! How big -was It?" 

"Just so big.” he said grimly, 
“that when we check out of here n e' 
shall have money enough to travel 
back to California comfortably—and 
that s about all. Well—no use crj - 
ing over spilled milk. I suppose.” 

".Specially when its more like 
spilled champagne," said Lois. 

He hugged her gratefully. "You re 
the best little sport in the world! 
Never mind! I’m going to wire back 
home tonight—for more money " 

"Gut of your bank account? * 

"Yes, Mrs. Wheeler." 

"And we planning to build in 
another year! You are not!" said 
T,ol.s succinctly. “You know perfectly, 
well. Ben Wheeler, you need ever 
cent you’ve got. When we get ba k 
and start to housekeeping I’m going 
to economize like everything. T’m 
going to be a help to you. not. a—i 
not a—gilded parasite! ’ 

“Ain’t no such animal.” whispered 
Ben. his adoring lips against her 
cheek. He added, with unsteady soft¬ 
ness. "You’re my little twenty-four 
carat wife. If you want to knowf 
Isn’t there something—in the Bible 
or Shakespeare- or somewhere — 
about the price of a good wife being 
above rubies?" 

"It certainly Is—In this place.* 
cried Lois, with a delighted little* 
giggle. 

"I’ll tell you.” said Ben presently, 
still rhucklin, "we’ll have someth:* ^ 
left over when tho tickets are pa d 
for—let’s buy us a drawing-room and 
go homo in the stylo to which we 
have been accustomed. Really. Just 
starting on the honeymoon, aren’t 
we?” 

(Copjrifbt, 1923 ) 


The Open Road to the Sea 


with some tender phrase? Ben had 
made a wonderful lover; was he go¬ 
ing to let down as a husband? 

1 ,ols sat there, a prey to vastly con- 


llctlng emotions, till they left the car 


for the train and saw the yellow t ^at Ben was a litlte out of his head They got into the city of their des- Look at us.” 
stuccoed walls of the neat little sta- w jth fever, as he undoubtedly was; tinatlon on a gray, bleak, ugly morn- "Lois—don’ 


“This whole darned thing isn’t— ; Ben held out doggedly. 

possible—If you ask me-” said Lois | “Get up and go around a bit. and 

with a gulping sob; "but—it’s so! ! see how soon it conies back on you," 


! the doctor advised blandly. 


relentlessly . . . 

She settled herself in their com¬ 
partment with a stoical appearance 


_ with fever, as he undoubtedly was; tination on a gray, bleak, ugly morn- I *T-*>i» don t you know I wouldn t Jg>is turned great, imploring eyes 

slip away from them, slowly, j that did not alter the fact that one ing. Ben, miraculously improved, to I hav< * *aid that to you for anything in on him. 

does not go off on a honeymoon to the extent of no fever, eating a soft- I ***** world * 1 was out my "How soon do you think I can get 

be addressed as a freckle-faced shrimp, boiled egg for breakfast, and getting 1 that way with even a little up Doctor?” 


She went back, her small face Into his clothes thereafter, sat among 


of being altogether accustomed to it. grimly set. and laid the folded towel the bags, a slightly gaunt, but still a 
nualntly at variance with the bridal across his closed eyes. He put up comforting evidence of masculine in- 
0 n nf her bags a shaking hand and touched her min telllgencc. on which to draw, if need 


new ness of her bags. a snaking nana 

"Chilly in this car. isn’t it?" Ben isterlng fingers, 
commented uneasily. "Blttle sweetl 

Lois said yes. she believed it was. then in another 


"Little sweetheart." he whispered. shivering, checked the lug- 


although as a matter of fact it hadn’t ferent tone. "You’re as awkward as 
occurred to her, and her coat was thc mischief—can’t you see you’re 


then in another, and startlingly dlf- & a K c - tipped the porter, tipped a red- 
ferent tone. "You’re as awkward as ca * > ' an< * sank into a black and yel- 
vnu spi 1 vmi'ni low taxi with her senses whirling. 


thinner than his. 

He sat beside her. but made no 
efforts even to take her hand. His 


slopping that all over the pillow? 
What’s thc bell ringing?" 

There wasn’t any bell ringing. Lois 


manner was '°Bon had all hi, life had a tendency 


his flush persisted and his eyes, now 
That she looked at him more closely, 
were terribly bloodshot, for all their 


They came at last to tho Fair- 
bridge. an imposing facade, with an 
imposing sequence of brown-and-gold 
flunkeys, passing one’s bags along 
• • • Lois sat huddled in a highbacked. : 


fever, always have. Don’t you know | “ 0 h. In a day or so—if you behave 

I wouldn’t have ” nicely.” Dr. Welnbrich made cheery 

”1 don’t care what you would have." an9 <*- cr> 
said IdOis with melancholy rudeness. 

"I don’t care how delirious you were. * * * * 

I feel like being a little bit delirious ^ILENCE descended upon the un- 
inysolf—I never was so unhappy In ^ happy inmates of that roae- 
my whole life long- ” 1 wreather boudoir after the doctor’s 

He lay back with a despairing departure. It had been a long night. 

groan - I It was a longer day. broken only by 

She turned over and began to cry. j a luncheou of soup and poac hed eggs 

”1 guess its flu we ve got. she ^ Qr two ^ wb i C h reduced the exchequer 
condescended after a while in a ^ •, -- 


"They say it i 


for two, which reduced the exchequer 
by $4.75. 


"Never mind," said Ben, to Lois’ 


to delirium with any sort of fever, carved chair in a waste of old-gold 


for all their ' which, of course. Lois had no way of i an d leaf-brow n lobby, her eyes on a primly 


knowing. 


brightness. , Also, It was one of his personal 

Lois heart san . i ‘ fetishes to dislike, in time of illness. 

.I. CP water. There W be)ng . ^ h# 

bachelor dinner the nigh, before-she WM1 . Loi , sat there' n e h.tn e a 
had heard stories of bridegrooms who growjue tfndency to hy8 «rla the 
drew upon Dutch courage ‘ K porter came along and poked a digni- 

she startling upon her honeymoon flc(J woo||y head door 

with that? "How’s yo’ husban’, madam?" he 

However. Bon s quietness reassure j j n q U j Pfd ln a j ow and unctuous voice. 


great vase of heavy-headed roses. I 


Also, it was one of his personal while Ben. pale and shaky, registered j 
fetishes to dislike, in time of Illness. al H ,e desk and asked for rooms. 


makes you terribly low In your mind." horrifled protests. "We’ve got to eat 
•Then I’ve got it.” Ben returned to get well _ and weV e got to get 
grimly. we U be f oro we can rnove out of here." 

“But, Ben. it couldn’t possibly cost 

A T about 9 o’clock the next morn- one-fourth 1 of that?" 

ing. I,oi 8 took her own tempera- "We’re paying for the gold braid 


Ben came back at last the iobb> J tur<> and discovered that she still hail | around the waiter’s neck and the 


was full of people, shadow-shapes 
with oddly distorted faces—and said 


fever, but not so much. She felt as , polish on his fingernails," said Ben. 
if she had been beaten with whips, with hollow' mirth. 


porter came along and poked a digni- huskily. "All right, Ix>is. we can g«j , a8 a ,j vitality had gone out of her They indulged In a weak cackle of 


fully. 

She turned back to look at Ben once 
more. He lay in a kind of stupor. 
She had the sofa berth made down 
and went to bed. needless to say not 
to sleep. Three times during the 
night she cltfnbcd out and changed 


She looked across at Ben, and he mutual laughter. Across the lnter- 
niled hopefully bark at her. vening gulf they even looked at each 

He offered optimistically; “The doc- other with a species of kindliness, 
r said w e were to eat—keep up our Comrades ln unbelievable misfortune, 
isiatance.” Applauders of each other’s jokes. 

Thc telephone stood on the desk. it was, however, an extraordinary 


she starting upon her ione> moon t woolly head in the door. right up. j* he looked across at Ben, and he mutual laughter. Across the inter- 

vvith that? I “How's yo’ husban’, madam?” he Which they did. The boy who car- sm n ed hopefully bark at her. vening gulf they even looked at each 

However, Ben s quietness reassured | lnqu j pfd ln a j ow and unctuous voice. ried the was barely out of the G ff^ r ^ d optimistically. “The doc- other with a species of kindliness, 

her—he couldn’t, with that voice, that „ Not vepy well.” said Lois truth- room b<kfor * I - o!a took ofr b*r charm- toP sa j d w © were to eat—keep up our Comrades in unbelievable misfortune, 
gentle manner. fully ****** *ray silk hat and dropped resistance.” Applauders of each other’s jokes. 

“Let’s go out in the dining car g ^’ tuPfied ba ,. k to , ook at Ben once It on the floor. Took off her coat. The telephone stood on the desk. it was, however, an extraordinary 

row.” he suggested, rising suddenly, ^ore. He lay In a kind of stupor, and dropped that. too. Ben retrieved his bathrobe and got honeymoon, as has been said before. 

"It might be warmer out there.” had thr Bofa bepth mad<? down "I’m sick,” she said.^ "I’m going to to it . Upon the th j rd day Ben was al- 

Lois wasn’t cold or hungry, but and went to bed> need less to say not bed. Get me a doctor Aftftr fifteen minutes or so. a lowed by the doctor to get up and 

•h« w,nt ulon* qul<- 8 comly. ,i,, p . Three time, during th. ‘t" *!?. L*?”!' .YJTJE brown-and-gold youth with a menu ,it .bout the room ln a bathrobe and 

Thev had a table to themselves niK , lt 8he curbed out and changed dow n Into the blankets and cold w hlte card arrived from the dining room. slippers. He managed to shave as 

belld. a window and watched the "hf tow ' . on Ben e poor barnlng hcad h ° f ,h « T" M "Th"! Bon ordered, with tragic precaution, well and present .omethln, of his 

California landscape slip by. green once he thanked her. drowsily. Once tw. ’the “covedld^° 'how°'^ uch-Tr nk *wo‘d b«^r slow on » ld ««l*ntgood look a On the fourth 

, ,. . .. , , ,, , zdo\c tne co> erna. now muen—ior I think wed better go slow on da v Ben advanced to a stroll In the 

,nd bronze and «oU\ n the waning he asked her if she had seen the air- the poom and bath? .. food.” he assured Lois. She submitted lobby . C n the fifth he went out to 

daylight. Ben consu ed o s P plane Just outside the window. Once ghe did not mean to be sor did. but listlessly to anything he suggested. j ook a t th© town—and Lois still tied 

(rences assiduously, but ordered ai- bc merely groaned. three days of guarding Uncle Aleck’s The breakfast arrived eventually; to her bed! 

most nothing for himself * * ♦ * honeymoon check had made her con- gleaming in silver and glass; thin sh© got up while he was gone, tot- 

’Thank goodness, it’s warmer out VJEXT morning, when she awoke 8 C j oua 0 f expenses. i chine, spotless napery. They ate, the tered feebly to the mirror and looked 

here." he observed with relief. "Id i i after a belated and heavy slum- “j forgot to ask." said Ben dully, first breakfast of their honeymoon, at herself—a sight that drew a deli¬ 
nk© to stay here all evening.” Which ber, the landscape outside was flat on t he side of his own bed. the breakfast table between th© beds. ca te yelp of agony. 

was odd. Lois thought. She found blanketed in snow, a flawless and the picture of desolation. “Think sugar and salt passing sociably back she locked herself into the bath- 

the dining car decidedly overheated, blinding whiteness. To Lois’ inex- you’re going to be sick. Lois?" and forth. It began to look as if room with her shining new dressing 

It was a ghastly moment for Lola perienced eyes the sight was awe- "Please don't talk to me.” she said life might be relenting. bag. Half an hour later she came 

in which it dawned upon her that the somely beautiful, an almost religious coldly—and shut her eyes to shut out **I feel a good deal better this forth, weak and spent, but with soft, 

brand-new partner of her joys and thrill. a cruel world. morning." said Ben determinedly, ©mooth hair rippling about the shoul- 

sorrows was seriously 111. "Oh, Ben," she cried softly, when * 4 c * * That was before he signed for the der9 0 f a delicate orchid nightgown. 


daylight. Ben consulted Lois’ pref- p iane Just outside the window. Once 
r rences assiduously, but ordered al- bc merely groaned, 
most nothing for himself. * * * * 

"Thank goodness, it's warmer out vjKNT morning, when she awoke 
here." he observed with relief. "I’d i wl after a belated and heavy slum- 


rN the morning about 7 she opened 


admit it and ask for help. aom. to «bk nim now ne reit, you 

*Tm afraid I’m going to be sick.’’ must see the snow; Ha perfectly 
h© said thickly, when they left the wonderful! All over everything, ex¬ 
dining car. "I’ve been fighting it off »**»>* *‘ kc a Christmas card!" She 
—thought it was nothing but a slight * ifted * he shade an enthusiastic six 

^ this mnn.lntr lint Ir.CheS. 


brand-new partner of her joys and thrill. a cruel world. morning." said Ben determinedly, ©mooth hair rippling about the shoul- 

sorrows was seriously ill. ”Oh, Ben.” she cried softly, when 41 4 c * * That was before he signed for the ders 0 f a delicate orchid nightgown. 

Ills flush was the danger signal of she leaned over him to say good . morn!n|f about 7 she O p©nod , . . . . . with a faint ros ® flush and a softly 

a. hlazirsr fever He had at last to morning, not, with dear-bought w*ls- ¥* ,aiu * , , . Lois saw' his straight dark brows p i n j< mouth, making of the violet- 

^mu it and ask for hX dom. to a.k him how he felt, “you 1 them experlmentallj and l.ecame , ome together frownln.ly, raw him 8had0 wed eye, not desolation, but 

Tm .fraw rm koink to be slck“ must ,ee the enow; if, p.rt.etly ””” ? f Ben ,y ‘"* >* “J" ( tlp »• ~,t*r two coin,. When the fraflm y merely. • • • 

he S^d lhlcklv when they left the wonderful! All over everything, ex- tw0 f *“ or 1Tt.rt sh! "* tl * ' abl *. h * d d, »* pp * ar f d ,h * "I may have more temperature for 

hr said thtcKij, w nen tiiej leu in© & ave her something of a start. She ©houlder of the brown-and-gold one thi _ but T ran - t h „i n .. 

dining car. "I've been fighting it off had not at once remembered that she ©he inquired curiously; to herself as she crept back into bed 

-thought It wa, nothing hut a,light «' d ‘»e «*>— *» wa, married. “Whafa ,h. matter? How much c^e ti‘5, , t 

• old—came on this morning . . But ,ncneB - • _ ^ "How do you feel?” she asked wa s it?" nlllow. which h»rf h*#™ 

I feel sort of funny now. kind of Ben uttered an agon zed cry that politely "Oh, I’m sorry—I don’t mean Ben evaded the question at first. f h trousseau “If I’m going to die 
da>ed and light-headed. Maybe I've and c f';‘ r f d h |* that.” When ,he In.l.ted rather croMly upon remlmbfr me with 

sot a little fever. What do you ***1 both hands Put it down. “That young squirt of a doctor that an answer, he said: “Does It seem to pe|rret any how " 

think. Lois?" !' e Kas ?.? d ’ . Put 1 down -“**« k **»- wa © i n here yesterday." Ben informed you as if orange juice, oatmeal and | en ’ opC ning th© door upon h©r 

Looking at him. Lois could not fall *"* mc There ?** no ^ ue * tion of her vindictively, “said I had no busl- toast for two should cost three dol- J !ttld tlm e ut , r stopped word- 

.0 see that he had-rather more than ‘ h *he ne " Up ' and PUt "" baCk *° ^ H ° W a ". d a lesa and sUr^d. H. cwrteTa 

. little. .She put her hand on his „ *J* ™ "T'JnS nhint.^l.nd d ° yOU ■ tl . , .^ "’. d Lo,s ' w,th a ,iM,e * asp ' box under one arm; a smaller pack- 

forehead, and found It slekenlngly . . . fh rnnin - rlm . n , “Rotten, said Lois, neaklj gloom}. it doesn t. „ age protruded from his coat pocket. 

hof A flame under the skin. CTXSZZttZZ ^ ^ ^‘ T dope cJe^d’and # ® "j- — b “‘ 

bf " s,on i f ha t wan " d , tp T e , ah : ad You 8kpt n ’ ar,y an r ,ar r d f e r b th ’ ,ele s hon ? " rm so - h . s ,. mrae „d. 

1 11 r ai vauicu iier \oi«.e. fop a doc tor to meet the train, but dftV didn’t vou?” Inp to ask how' much we’re paying a :r>~ a u w,-, ^ 

She was fighting a mounting fight. Bpn heard h er discussing the matter she drew a long sigh. “I remember day.” he said thoughtfully, "just for happened to you?" 

T ne Ber, of her engagement was lost wllh lhe ©bilging porter and vetoed him—I don’t remember much else— greens." “Just a little powder and oaint old 

in th© mists now. sure enough—in it so excitedly that she had to let I was so miserable. What does he It appeared upon Investigation that d * ar ,.. sald Loia w j th wea k.kneed 
his place a sick man. strangely and him have his way. A woman in an- think I’ve got?" were paying $25 a day. for room Hauc j ne8s . "What’s In the box? 

tragically dependent upon her. . . . other car, whom she met in the diner, "I imagine he doesn’t know any and bath. i Something for me?" 

They too. alone, in the world. Strang- loaned her a thermometer (the news more about it than we do ourselves. Ben went back to bed. rather “Roses.” said Ben simply. He came 


dining car. "I've been fighting it off 
—thought it was nothing but a slight 
. old—came on this morning . . . But 
I feel sort of funny now. kind of 
dnaed and light-headed. Maybe I’ve 
sot a little fever. What do you 
think. Lois?" 


io see that he had—rather more than 
a little. She put her hand on his 
forehead, and found It slekenlngly 
hot. A flame under the skin. 


©rs all about them. No one to turn G f illness had rfot about the train He said he’d try and get you a nurse, heavily.. 

to. no one. Lois stood up and patted somehow, and kindly curious pas- but they're most of them busy: what ’’Gosh! . ... 

the sleeve of Ben’s coat with a re- sengers made offers of sympathy ever this Is—I’m afraid you caught "But, Ben. said Lois ^worriedly, "I ^ draft of fragrance came up from 

assurance she was far from feeling, from time to time). Lois discovered * l from me." thought any hotel-—we’ll b© eating tbe loveliness of pale petals under 

Tm going to get the porter," she Ben’s temperature to be a hundred "That’s all right." she murmured our heads off, won’t we? Even on j acy tern. "And a new perfume,” 


sne inquired curiously: to herself as she crept back into bed, 

"What’s the matter? How much drwlng with hcr two coquettish ltt- 
waB it? . „ t tie lace pillows which had been part 

Ben evaded the question at first. of hep tr0U sseau. “If I’m going to die. 
When she insisted rather crossly upon rd „ ke B<?n tQ remember me wlth 
an answer, he said: “Does it seem to pe - ret an yhow ” 

you If orange Juice. o«trneal and B ' openlng th „ door her 

toast for two should cost three dol- , ome , ittle Ume |aUr> stopped word . 

a .! ,a I f '. ... leas, and stared. He carried a florist's 

“.Vo!" said Lots, with a little gasp. box under on<( arm . a 8mall#r pack . 

B „ a «e protruded from his coat pocket. 

"That's what it was. said Ben. Ho H s , e med distinctly weary, but 

clutched his bathrobe once more and pala i y exultant, 
started for the telephone. Tm go- .. Why _ why , he 

ing to ask how much we re paying a .. Gosh look beautlful: What - 8 

day. he said thoughtfully. "Just for happened to your . 

er *' ns . . .... .v . “Just a little powder and paint, old 

It appeared upon investigation that de „,.. sald Lo ls with weak-kneed 
they were paying !2o a day. for room 8auclne „. -what's In the box? 
and bath. • Something for me?" 

Ben went back to bed. rather .. Ro8 „ - aaId B en simply. He came 
heavily. . and 8at on tbe aide Q f bep bed cut 

“Gosh, was his only comment. the string and lifted off the cover. 


announced, "and have him make up j and two, which to her layman eyes hoarsely. "You couldn’t help it." 
this berth for you. The quickest j spelled nothing but sudden death. "I’m awfully obliged to you f 


invalid sort of food. What will we 


went on the returned prodigal 


way to get rid of a cold is to go to 
bed.” 

• * * * * 

H ALF an hour later, she sat on the 
side of the berth with Ben’s burn- 


No wonder that on the second day 
as Ben’s fever went down little chilly 


"I’m awfully obliged to you for do when we get well and want steaks pr 0 U dly, "called something d’amour. 
taking care of me on the train." and crabmeat and—” that imelled exact iy like you." He 

"Not at all-” Lois shut her eyes "As soon as we get well. I think opened the smaller package, handed 


tremor* began to ripple over Loi* an<1 * crue *’ hot tear rolled down each we’ll move." said Ben gently. "Never j out a 8lImi exqu t©ite bottle lettered 

• I ©haalr 1 mlnH liAnAV* hlirrv tin onrl rra t I . « t « _ a . • 


and her eye*, when »he turned them 
> ln her head, ached with a dull bone- 


mind. honey; ju*t hurry up and get ln rray and ^ 0 ] d . "And—this 1* the 
after the honeymoon of her rid of your fever." blr thrill—we’re going to have a 


O side of the berth with Ben’s burn- _ na _ inff . * h# Sh _ ._ ld t h dreams! How she and Ben had That, however, was what neither party tonight—candle* on the table 
ing hand in her small chilly one and Rtll v.K nr niv that thia w-ao Planned to spend Uncle Aleck’s check! one of them seemed able to do. and flowers and everything!” 

looked down at him with maternal calm, fim© for her to *lv© in Theaters—all. the best seats—restau- The doctor came in that morning, 

. ___ ^ .__, _ I llrne Ior ner lo ® lve *n. ana con- rants, rnav with lights fra o-ra r» t with took temoeraturea. listener! throuirh * * * * 


behind which the teeth of her soul were 
chattering. 

Ben had had a chill, several of them. 
His fever was soaring now, like a forest 
tire. 

“He’s going to die—he’s going to die 
—I know it!" wept Lois’ inner con¬ 
sciousness. "W.hat shall I do, oh. 
wh*t;’’ .. a __ 


lime ior ner io give in. ana con- rants, rosy with lights, fragrant with took temperature*, listened through * * m * 

tinued to wait upon Ben with fa- flowers, savory with food/ rhythmic his trusty stethoscope, counted pulses. «nEN.” said Lois suddenly—she 

natical fervor. Ben, who was dragging with music, dancing between courses, looked at tongues and finally took up 13 felt a warm little tremor of 

himself wearily back from successive Ben’s voice rose suddenly, unsteady his stand at the foot of Lois’ bed. happiness steal over her an she lay 
stupors of pain and flame, was in no with embarrassment: "Lois—I—I want smiling benignly. there looking at his smooth dark 

condition to observe the unfltness of you to—tell me—something! When I "About as well as could be ex- head, his keen, pleasant gray eyes, 
any one else. had fever, on the train—I had a pretty pected. yes—” said Dr. Welnbrich the set of fcis shdulders, the quUsical 

He tried to be at little trouble as high fever, didn’t I?" cryptically. **I am sorry, but I have twist of hi* smile; It seemed queer. 

poAaibie« AownLcix mgr tfcaV-vfcut hex “Tou certainly did."_not been able to locate a nurse for. but somehow rather wonderful io 


(Continued from First Pago.) 

spector of personalities or vocations. 
It reduces its subjects to a pursuit 
of the same avocation. Thc cruising 
uniform of a cotton bathing suit, sup¬ 
plemented by kbakl trousers and soft 
white shirt, wipes out all differences ! 
In appearance. Members of the cara¬ 
van included salesmen, a lawyer, a 
dairyman, clerks, a tax expert, drafts¬ 
men. an engineer, an advertising man. 
a machinist and representatives of 
other diverse lines—truly a cross- 
section of humanity bent on a com¬ 
mon errand. 

Alexandria, with its wharves and 
shipyard, engaged In dismantling 
ocean freighters, moored in regular 
array, is soon approached and passed. 
Continuing down the river within thc 
shadow' of half-hidden guns that 
guard thc water entrance to the Capi¬ 
tal. Mount Vernon comes Into view- 
through a veil of thick oaks and w-il- 
lows. 

You may turn off to the right here 
in search of the obscure channel that 
leads into Little Hunting creek. Leav¬ 
ing deep water, you pass over a veri- 
tablo submarine garden, that shows 
w'aving water ferns, delicate growths 
of vivid colors and luxuriant water 
life that is amazing. Fish of all sizes 
and forms flash ln frightened flight 
into th© safety of dense foliage liv¬ 
ing beneath the surface of th© water. 

The boat passes along a winding 
channel choked with long reeds and 
weeds into a broad pond edged with 
long grasses and lily pads. Manning 
canoes, you may paddle ahead for a 
mile or more until the tributary nar¬ 
rows again before opening upon a 
vast area of water grasses lined with 
twisting channels big enough for 
canoe passage. At the junction of 
this grassy bay and th© narrow*, swift 
channel, th© bass ar© plentiful. No 
need for fisherman’s strategy when 
large numbers of the lively family 
fought for the privilege of swallow*- 
lng the glittering spoon or the be¬ 
guiling minnow. 

Another day of idle running, past 
• Marshall Hall then the Indian Head 
proving grounds, and you round the 
point into Mattawman creek. Only 
x short w ay up this tributary and the 
weeds clog th© propeller. The boat 
.anchored, dinner is cooked and eaten 
before darkness descends. In a hug© 
circle, the weeds grow' thick from 
©hore. It does not take a great 
stretch of the Imagination to com¬ 
pare tho scene with Florida ever¬ 
glades. From, all sides the deep- 

throated booming of mature frogs fills 

the place with a noisy resonance. 
Thus wan bom the inspiration for a 
frog hunt. 

With three men in each boat, two 
canoes were manned and sent ln 
opposite directions. The bow-man 
was equipped with a long spear, 
mad© of a bamboo pole and a three- 
pointed prong. The stern-man pad- 
died slowly and noiselessly, while 
the third member carried a strong 
flashlight in his lap. 

Singling out one booming voice 
from the chorus that seems to rise 
in its crescendo as the twilight turns 
into blackness, a little experience en¬ 
ables one to guess within ten or fif¬ 
teen feet the whereabouts of the 
hunted frog. The light Is suddenly 
flashed upon the weeds ahead, re¬ 
vealing two sparkling spots that 
seem speellbound by the brilliance. 
Approaching within five feet or so of 
the shining eyes of the frog, the 
spear is launched straight from the 
shoulder. An answering grunt tells; 
of the good aim, and the frog is 
hauled into the boat and thrown into 
a burlap bag. From the Cuspidor; 
the lights flash intermittently In the 
canoes as they encircle the shore in 
the hur.t. Early in the morning, the 
canoes return laden with heavy 

b *The loss of a little sleep seems to 
amount to nothing w'hcn a huge plat¬ 
ter of frog legs Is nerved for break¬ 
fast each limb fried a golden color 
In cornmeal and butter. Chicken and 
similar foods seem coarse compared 
to the tenderness of this delicacy. . 

Continuing down stream, tke 

AbO£*a grow farther apart. You co&qJ 


upon a fleet of gray ships, motionless, 
tied side by side in broad flanks, 
pointed toward the open sea—a veri¬ 
table ships’ graveyard. There they 
stay, yearning silently, until one by 
one they aro towed up the river to be 
dismantled. 

Heading now over waters that have 
changed from green to blue, the 
Cuspidor points her way to the 
Vlriginia shore that looms dark and 
high in contrast with low shores to 
the left. 

Rounding the point, the Cuspidor, 
nones her way into Aquia creek, one 
of the prettiest of the little streams I 
down the river. On all sides the hills i 
roll u. ward, covered with a rirh j 
growth of trees and wild vegetation. 
The surface of the water is as smooth | 
as a hand mirror, reflecting the my¬ 
riad colors of a dying sun. Farther 
ahead the surface is broken by the 
jumping of little flsh out of their ele¬ 
ment. This means th© pursuit of the 
little fellows by larger flsh and the 
locale of good fishing. When we go 
overboard for a swim tbe water tastes 
brackish and w© know th© salty sea 
is but around the next bend ln thc 
river 

The next day revealed empty lard¬ 
ers, an alarming discovery for eight 
men whose appetites had Increased 
threefold as a result of life on the 
deep. Dropping anchor off Rock 
Point, the crew of the Cuspidor earn¬ 
estly began to flsh. and fifteen min¬ 
utes of the sport yielded enough largo 
"hardheads” for dinner and break¬ 
fast. With a peace of mind induced 
only by a hearty meal, well earned, 
banjos and other stringed instruments 
were* brought from their storage un¬ 
der the bow deck. Paddling from 
the ship to the lonely little wharf of 
Bushwood. th© orchestra of eight en¬ 
sconced itself on the edge, with feet 
dangling over the water, and harmony j 
rose to the stars overhead. 

Music is a sure magnet, particularly j 
to the negroes of southern Maryland J 
and (n a few minutes a dusky au-! 
dience of swelling ranks was arrayed 
at hand. Silence on their part Is but' 
brief, for a jazzy selection on a banjo 
inevitably results in a buckdance 
contest with all the hilarity and 
clamcr that a negro audience can cre¬ 
ate. No orchestra can find’ a more 
appreciative audience. 

Piney Point was the next destina¬ 
tion, the rendezvous of the cruise. Four 
members already had made camp upon 
ahore, above the little whit© light¬ 
house. They* had com© two in a canoe, 
equipped with a little puttering en¬ 
gine, towing another canoe carrying 
two additional passengers. Several 
times waves had broken over the 
sides, half filling the fragile craft and 
threatening disaster in midstream. 
Midstream here is two or three miles 
from shore. 

A white speck on the water, up¬ 
stream. growing continually larger, 
brought into camp two cruisers. They 
had traversed the distance from 
Washington, alternately sailing and 
paddling. 

Upstream on the Virginia side the 
shore Is unbroken, with a wilderness 
of tall pines, that resembles the con¬ 
tour of the Carolina coast. At last 
there appears an indentation of some 
size, that shelters the entrance into 
Nomlnl creek. Cruising slowly up this 
tributary, strange to us, the first turn 
reveals a picture of southern beauty. 
On shore a group of willows drooped 
over an old-fashioned southern home, 
majestic with Its white pillars and fa¬ 
cade against the background of red 
brick, that may have been transported 
In the slave days from England. Trav¬ 
ersing several more turns in the 
stream in the growing darkness, we 
saw a brilliance above the trees 
ahead, and around thc obstructing 
point we came upon a huge float, two 
stories in height, lighted from stem to 
stern, moored to the bank at Nomini. 

Inquiry' proved it to be a floating 
theater, equipped with all the accou- 
termentA neceuaiy ior performances. 


Inside long rows of scats were ar¬ 
ranged. while even boxes w ere raised 
in tiers. There was the stage, draped 
with changing curtains; the orchestra 
pit, filled with musicians; the spot¬ 
light, centering Its shaft upon th© en¬ 
tertainer. It was difficult to imagine 
you were not in a dry-land theater at 
home. Four or five hundred persons 
filled the seats. 

A keen Interest is taken in th© week s 
performances. Tho program offers a 
varied schedule for every night, a con¬ 
cert tonight, vaudeville tomorrow, "Peg¬ 
gy O'Neill” the next, a melodrama and 
so on. until the week elapses and th- 
theater is towed farther down the river. 
The scene might well be on the Missis¬ 
sippi or Ohio instead of on the Potomac. 

Armed with their banjos and simi¬ 
lar instruments, the crew of the run- 
pidor had come ashore to entertain 
those who might listen. Abashed by i 
the presence of th© theater, th© idea 
was abandoned an d tickets purchased 
for the night’s show. On© of the crew 
had arranged with the manager of th© 
floating playhouse that th© Cuspidor a * 
orchestra should put on Its act of in¬ 
strumental selections—this unknown 
to the remainder, who were following 
th© fortunes of th© heroine on the 
stage. At the conclusion of th© piay 
the manager announced the next a^t 
would consist of selections rendered 
by a famous Washington orchestra. 
Terrified by this unexpected promi¬ 
nence, the crew heroically and uncer¬ 
tainly went forward into the glow olf 
the footlights and did their act. Tt 
was a proud bunch that returned that 
night to the Cuspidor. 

These are but a few of the high 
lights of a trip so near to Washing¬ 
ton. The route is available to all. 

STRANGELY MIXED RACES. 

(Continued from Third Page.) 

Russian music with a wild lilt In it-* 
th© rhythm of th© primitive sou! 
the old Slav race. It worked madness 
in the brain of the young American 
Jack, who sat next to me with one 
of his petty officers. He was a nice, 
sweet-faced fellow, but with too 
much beer in him to withstand this 
music. For a time he contented* 
himself with dangling his watch in j 
his glass of beer, but presently hit 
body awayed to the rhythm, and he 
waved his handkerchief to the ladies 
on the stage. Then ho seized a 
great tin tray from a passing waiter 
and danced the hula-hula with it, 
with frightful crashes and bangs. 
No one took much notice of him. 
The petty officer smiled, as at 4 
pleasant jest. Our own sailors were 
merry and bright, and there was a/ 
great noise in the cabaret of th© 
Petits Champs. 


I N the narrow streets off the Grar.d 
Rue de Para we came into tou- a 
with another aspect of life in Con* 
atantinople—the heart of the Rus¬ 
sian tragedy among the royalist 
refugees. Those people had arrived 
in successive waves of flight follow¬ 
ing the defeat and rout of th© 
"White” expedition under Denikin, 
Wrangel and others. The luckiest 
among them, who had jewels to sell 
and a business instinct, had set up 
little restaurants and wine shops ip 
Pera. Somehow or other many of 
them were able to get enough money 
to eat and drink in these places, and 
they were always filled with Russian 
officers in uniform, with their ladies. 
Those who served were often of 
higher rank than those who dined, 
and a score of times I saw an officer 
rise, bow profoundly and kiss ths 
hand of the waiting girl before he 
1 ordered his bortsch. Probably she 
was a princess. One could hardly 
order a cup of tea in Constantinople 
without receiving it from a Ruslsap 
princess or at least a lady of quality 
in the old regime. 

(Cwright, 1923, by Sir Philip Gibbi. All r:|k(| 
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